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who accompanied Mr Elliott, the Maharajah's agent, in
his flight. "When the rebels made prisoners of the
party at the river, he ran away, but only to disguise
himself and return, that he might learn their end. He
followed them to Cawnpore, and saw them shut up in
the enclosure already mentioned. Here they remained
for an hour, when the Nana came and ordered the door
to be opened, and the prisoners brought out. This,
done, they were taken to the parade-ground, and drawn
up in a line, without reference to age or sex. The
sepoys then fired a volley at them with their muskets,
which killed many-of them, and the rest were at once
despatched with the sword. Thus perished this entire
party. How many homes were left desolate by it!
how many hearts filled with unutterable woe! But
every heart knows its own bitterness. While others
mourn for departed friends and relatives, we mourn
for our beloved associates in labour. 'They were
lovely and pleasant in their lives, and in their death
they were not divided/ Their homes lying in ruins
around us remind us that they lived and laboured here;
but the scenes which once knew them shall know them
. no more. How mysterious are the ways of Providence I
Two of these brethren and their wives had but just
entered the mission field, and the others were cut down
in the midst of their usefulness. Truly His ways are
not our ways. And it is best so. His ways are always
best. He tries His Church, but He never forsakes her.
She is graven upon the palms of His hands, and her
walls are ever before Him.